The "egg/' that is what the brutal jailers jestingly called
this prison in Naples in which people rotted alive. And
Campanella had been flung into it because he wanted his
native land Calabria to be freed from the Spanish yoke.,
and also because he dreamed of a better form of human
society.
He was tortured for twenty hours at a stretch., and once
for forty hours. . . .
He was flung into the cell almost a youth and left it,
twenty-six years later,, an old man.
His name means "bell." "The bell that heralds the morn"
(so he called himself) told mankind of a country that did
not exist. Buried alive, Campanetla wrote about the City
of the Sun., the creature of .his imagination.
That story was a dream, confused., naive and Utopian,
perhaps, of mankind's communistic future as Campanella
pictured it.
Campanella had never seen agriculture held in high
esteem. Nor have the descendants of his fellow countrymen
seen it even three and a half centuries later.
We, in the land where real Communism is being built,
are the first living witnesses of this.
The husbandman was called "bondman," "serf," "vil-
lein," or "villain," which soon began to mean lowborn,
base, boorish; and what other contemptible names were
given to those whose labour provided the food of all, whose
bread everybody atel The "great unwashed/' "rabble,"
that is what the tillers of the soil were called.
It is hard for us to grasp this now; but this lasted for
centuries nearly everywhere, almost in all countries. And
it seemed quite natural. To make the absurdity of a world
where this was possible obvious and self-evident to all, the
October Revolution was needed.
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